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marshal and his staff fell to laughing at my fears, much to my
vexation. I contained myself, however, knowing that the
truth would soon appear.

Breakfast ended, the march was resumed, and I returned
to my regiment at the head of the column.    As before, I took
it through the wood, for I foresaw what would happen as soon
as we emerged in front of the enemy's position.    In spite of
all I could say Oudinot insisted on following a very broad
road cut straight through the forest; but no sooner had he
got  near  the edge of it  than the enemy, perceiving  tlie
numerous group formed by the staff, opened a rolling fire
from their guns, which were placed facing the road so as to
enfilade it.     The  gilded  squadron, lately so cheerful, was
thrown into disorder.    Happily, no man ,was touched by the
balls, but the marshal's horse was killed, as well as those of
M. Duplessis and several others.    I was well revenged, and to
my shame I admit that I found it hard to conceal the satis-
faction which I felt at seeing all those who had laughed at
my report and treated what I had said about the enemy's
presence as mere fancy running in all directions under   a
storm of shot and jumping the ditches with all their might to
take   shelter behind the great pines.    Good General Lan-
rencez, whom I had advised to remain in the forest, laughed
heartily at the scene.    I must do Marshal Oudinot the justice
of saying that he was hardly on horseback again when he
came to express his regret to me for what had happened at
breakfast, and begged me to give him information as to the
position of the Russians, and point out the ways by which, he
could bring his infantry columns through the forest without
exposing them too much to artillery fire.    Several officers
of the 23rd, who had  explored the wood with me in the
morning, were bidden to guide the divisions.    These were
received on emerging with a terrible cannonade, which might
have been avoided if, warned as we were of the presence of
the Bussians, we had manoeuvred to turn their flank instead
of inarching straight on their front.    Once out of the wood,
I was  thus  compelled to attack the position by the  best
defended point, and to take the bull by the horns.ery little hand in it.]
